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Right Hon. LORD GRANTLEY, 
CHIEF JUSTICE IN EYRE. 


My Lok D, 


F ULL of Anxiety for the ſnture Welfare 
of my Country, I beg I -ave to call 
your Lordſhip's Attention for a Moment to 
the late Aer2fatic Diſcoveries which at pre- 
ſent ſo much engage the Speculation of the 
World. As Chief Juſtice in Eyre, the Sub- 
ject certainly comes more immediately under 
your Cognizance ; and, if there be ho Laws 
exiſting to limit within proper Bounds the 
Excurſions of celeſtial Travellers, I make no 
Doubt you will lay the Matter, as early next. 
Seſſions as potlible, before Parliament, in 
order to determine the Legiſlation of the 
upper Regions. There is no Security now 
againſt the bold Aeronaut; he may rob us 
of our Daughters, and our Wir es from cur 
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highett Windows, and ſet the fleeteſt Pur - 


ſuers at Defiance, who are only able to fol- 
low him upon Terra firma. I need not in- 
form your Lordſhip that Poets are the only 
living Creatures, the Cumelion excepted, that 
have any Intereſt, or Real Preperty in Air 
It is well known that they have hilt in that 
Element; and, unpleaſing Reflection! have 
often been condemned to feed upon it. A- 
rioſto obtained from Apollo the Fee Simple 
of all that vaſt Tract of Territory which 
lies between Italy and the Moon. Milton, 
fred with a Genius more than mortal, ſhot 
up into the Heaven of Heavens! and, with 
Millions of flaming Cherubims at his Cha- 
riot Wheels, made all the Empyreal Firma- 
ment his own ;- whilſt Shakeſpear, on the 


Wings of Ioſpiration, his head crown'd with , 


Lightning, and his Hand arm'd with Thun- 
der, ſubdued and peopled a vaſt Aerial Con- 
tinent with Beings of his own wild and won- 
derful Creation! After the reſpectable 


Names | have juſt mentioned, who poſſe ia 


ſo large a Property in Air, | truſt you will 
take the Mar er into your moſt ferrous Con- 
fideraticn: hut do not ſuppoſe, my Lord, 
that I am influenc'd by any felfiſh Nlotives 
in this Addreſs; I folemaly declare a my 
Property in Nubibus as yet, conlifts of a few 
zeinporery Booths, which | have occafional!y 
ran up lor the Accommodation of ſome 
merry Acquaintances who ate {ond of enyoy- 
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ing a hearty Laugh at any ridiculous Shew 
the Crowd are admiring, I feel my own 
Want of Importance too ſenſibly to expect 
any Application of mine for the Security of 
Eftates in Air, can deſerve your Notice; but 
I am confiden that the Name of Milton 
and Shaker ar will ever find a 2atron in a 
Man of fine Taſte and cultivated Under- 
ſtanding. 


T have the Honour to remain, 
With the moſt profound Reſpect, 
My Los, 
Your molt devoted, 
and obedient Servant, 


FREDERICK PILON, 


A 3 „ "PRO. 
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Spoken by Mr. WILSON. 


O-NIGHT's adventurer with awe looks round, 
And views the perils which his bark ſurround ; 

Three years are palt ance on this coaſt he came, 
Bound on a dang'rous voyage, in queſt of fame. 
Your ſmiles he'l] deem propitious beams that rife, 
Circling the ſtar that lights his Polar ſkies, 
And near approaching that magne!zc part, 
He feels the needle trembling at his heart. 
But of our bard enough perhaps Le ſaid, 
When greater cares are lab'ring at my head. 

I make no doubt to entertain you ſoon 
With a new theatre in a flage ballon. 

No more in parret high ſhall poets fit, 
With rival ſpiders ſpinning cobweb wit; 
Like antient Barons future bards ſhall fate, 
In their own caſtles built up in the air: 
Dull poets then Gehind a claud ſhall tay, . 
Whilit Faney, darting to the ſource of day, 
Bold as an eagle, her career ſhall tun, 
And with ſtrong pinions fan the blazing fun. 
But ere we raiſe our play-houſe in the fkies, 
As Wit's Prime Miniſter Fll raiſe ſupplies ; : | 
For, fad to tell! above, as here below, | 
"Tis enly money makes the mare to go. | 
Bubbles Hall then be tax'd of ev'ry kind; | 
Why tax the /ight, and leave untax'd the wind? | 
Firſt, for Pinett:'s fake, of high renown, 
Who'll! Heal the ſhirt af any man in town, 
A heavy tax on Common Senſe ſhall fall; 
Nay, y du may ſmile, but it affects you all; | 
Italian. Op'ras, like aliens, I've devis'd, | 
Shall pay a poll-tax to be nat'raliz'd. 
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Farce, Dance, and Puntomime, with ſprites and dragons, 
Shall pay the carriage-tax of broad-wheeld waggons ; 
And as tor Tragedy of modern date, 
Let it contribute at Quack Med cine rate. 
A tax too we enaCt new pieces pay, 
Apollo Civil Lift expences to defray ; 
Living, or dead, henceforward we decree, 
Damn d, or ftill born, no auther ſhall be free; 
Genius ſhall pay for being Born to fame, 
And Dullneſs tor the burial of its name. 
Thus, of our Ways and Means the ſtate you find, 
I hope theſe aids will meet the Houſe's mind; 
On you the ſtage refts all her riſing fate, 
You give our wit both currency and weight ; 
From hence, like gold in circulation brought, 
By all ti e world it eagerly is ſought, 
If cri:ics come not on the Mintage night, 
To clip the fferling, and then call it light; | 
Aſſiſt our wiſhes, grant the meed we claim, 


Praiſe that inſpires, and {miles that guard our fame 
|; "IF7 | wy” 
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SCENE L A teste 


Enter Kitty and Dawson. 


Kitty. 


OME, Mr. Dawſon, own the truth —is'nt 

there another Lady in the queſtion ? does not 
ſome new flame withdraw your maſter's affections 
from my young Lady ? 

Daw. Some new flame !—-poor ſoul - my maſter 
and J are in love with a ſcore of miſtrefſes at a time: 
or inſtance, we admire one for her ſhape, another 
tor her air; Y third, for her teeth, a fourth, for her 
eyes, a fifth, for her complexion, a ſixth, for her 

wit, a ſeventh— 

Kit. (interrupting him) A ſeventh! I am cut of- 
all patience! coes the blockhead know what he'd 
be at? 

Daz. "His 7 going to ſay that I admir'd a ſeventh 
for — of the other ſix, —and that 


her nam r 
Kt What?“ 

„ N. spes and even adorable Kitty Spright- 
| (Throws bi: arms round ber wwaiſt. ) 

"Wi . - > Pats bis cheek with her glove, ſmiles, and 
leans fond! on his jboulder.) Plague take you for a 
tiattering Body there is no believing one word in 
twenty you fay no., ſuppoſe you think I take all 
tals for go Apel! f 

Daw, | do, u pon my ſoul, or I ſhould not have faid 
t to you: the art of ſaying civil things, Kitty, is the 
tue art of making cuilelves and other people happy 

—l could 
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I could ſpeak thus to the woman of my heart for 
ever—when I had exhauſted my fancy in aiſing her 


Face, her perſon ſhould be my theme 'd find our 
new Charms in her delicate hand, ber fine turn'd arm, 
her beauteous neck and enchanting boſom ; ſor it has 
dong been with me an eſtabliſhed maxim, that it is 
impoſſible a man can fay or do too many civil things 
for a pretty woman. | 

Kitty. | wiſh, civil fir, you could prove that yon 
poſſeſsd as much ſecreſy as you do civility, —2nd b 
wou'd impart an affair, which hereafter may prove of 
no {mall conſequence to your civil worſhip — 

Daw. There's not a footman, Kitty, fo remarkable 
for keeping a ſecret, from Tower hill to Hyde-park- 
eorner ; my talent in that way has obtain'd me the 
nick-name of Guy Vaux, and the Daik Lantern. 

Kitty. Being as much as to fay, ths feſlow's only 
fit for blowing up a plot, tho' he lotes his life by it ; 
however, I'll tua all riſques, and repoſe a confidence 
in you, Can you gueſs what brought me here this 
morning ? 1 

Daw. Gueſs the cauſe, Kitty! (Surveying bit 
perſon with great ſelf- complacency.) I think the cauſe 
is pretty /fr:4ing! Cauſes of much leſs attraction have 
drawn women a great way. | 

Kitty. No, Mr. Dawſon, I came hither to ſpeak to 
you on another affair ; and I hope you will anſwer me 
like a friend, an old fellow ſervant, and a gentleman, 

Daw, (Interrupting her, and taking her in hi; . 
arms.) My dear Kitty, you now ſpeak to me in fo 
moving a ſtrain, that I muſt take you in my arms. - 

Kitty. My poor miſtreſs is dying for love of your 
flinty-hearted maſter. | 2 

Datu. Lord, child! do you call that a fecret !— 
I could have told you that. | 54 

Kitty. Now I want to aſk you in confidence, and 1 
beg you'll be ſerious : Do you think that your maſter's 
preſent coolneſs to my young lady is owing to his af- 
ſections being engag d in another place? 

; Dato. Not in my opinion, on the honor of a gen- 
tieman. 


Kitty. 
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Kitty, But how can you be ſure of that ? 

Daw. I was witneſs to a little circumſtance which 
puts the matter out of all queſtion, in my mind. 

Kitty. Tell it me, tell it me, dear Mr. Dawſon. 

Daw. Why, as I was combing his hair yeiterday 
morning, I obſerv'd him take a miniature picture out 
of his waiſtcoat pocket, and look at it as if he could 
eat it with his eyes; judging it to be the likeneſs of 
ſome favourite Sultana, I flyly popp'd my head over 

his left ſhoulder, and whoſe do you think the picture 
was? 

Kitty. Nay, how ſhould I know ? 

Daw. Mits Sophia's, you jade. . 

Kitty. You don't ſay ſo! (Clapping her hands to- 
gether with a mixture of ſurpriſe and joy ) 

Dew. But that's not all! Going out of the room, 
I left the door on a jar, from a habit I have of peepi 
and liſtening to every thing that paſſes in a S2 and 
then did 1. him fit as good as an hour looking at and 
kiſſing the picture, for all the world as if Mifs Sophia 
herſelf had been there. 

Kitty. | wiſh from the bottom of my foul it had. 

Daw. But Mr. Mineall coming up ſuddenly, he 
put the picture in his pocket again in ſuch a hurry as f 
he was aliaid the very light of the fun ſhould ſteal a 
Liſs from it... 

Kitty. Deuce take that Mineall, he's always ſpoiling 
ſport. But how could you be ſo ill- natut'd as to banter 
me in the manner you did at firſt about your ſeven miſ- 
irefſes and all ſuch impoſſible ſtuff ? 

Dau. Merely to keep my wit in play, to give a finer 
edge to my, ſatirical vein. Wit, my girl, is like a 
iwocd ; if you wou'd make the world admire the beau- 
ty of your blade, you muſt throw away the ſcabbard ; 
| friend or foe muſt receive the wound, if you would 

ſhew irs point: but @ maſter's hand is neceſſary to diſ- 
play the high poliſſi of your weapon, making it flaſh 
at every gracetul turn, with the lightning's quickneſs 
and the diamond's brilliancy. | 

Kitty. Bleſs me! how you do talk! ſee what it is 
o be brought up from one's youth with a gentleman - 


ot 
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of great learning; I vow you have almoſt as much 
wit as your maſter, 

Daw. You're wrong, Kitty; you ſhould have ſaid, 
that my maſter had almoſt as much wit as I; for it 
my quantum of wit was not double my maſter's, half 
my poverty would have been ſufficient to hide it. 

Kitty. Well; for the good news you have juſt told 
me, there's a guinea for you, {gives bim a guinea) but 
it's all out of my own pocket; mind, I have no autho- 
rity from my miſtreſs. 

Daw. 'Sdeath! then I can't think of taking it ; 
(ſearching bis packet as if be could not find it.) 

Kitty. (Afide) Avaricious rogue! I fee he won't 
part with it, ſo V1 teize him a bit.— Well, if you ure 
10 generous, III rake my guinea back. | 

Daw. But then | was thinking, Kitty, your miſ- 
treſs will pay you again when you tell her the circam- 
ſtance. N 

Kitty. Not ſhe, indeed; ſo, come, come, give it 
me again. a TE 

Daw. (pulls out the guinea) Zounds! how you 
hurry me! you hav'n't giv'n me time to look whether | 
it's a George the Third, or an old Carolus 3 (balenc- 
ing the Guinea en the top of his finger) it's very light, 
Kitty. N = 

Kitty. If you don't like it, why don't you return - 
it? | 1 

Daw. What! and ſuffer you to loſe by it 9 No, ao, 
my dear, I'll change it, and ſtand to the loſs, and it 
your mittreſs refuſes to pay his ſmall diſburſement ad- 
vanc'd in her ſervice, on the honor of à gentleman, 
you ſhal! have 2 guinea of ſuch unequivecal weight, 
that it ſhan't want the ſixteenth part of a ſetuple. 

Kitty. No, Dawſon ; I give it up f H you have fs 
many 1cruples about parting with a ligk guinea, I'm 
ſure you'll make no kind of ſcruple of with-holding 
from me a heavy one. | [Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE 


. 
SCENE N 
Myixealt's Apartments in the Temple. Qrazre, 


GeorGet Gorbox, and Mintail, dijcovered 
fitting at a Table, Mine and Glaſſes before them. 


Quar. | proteit, Mir. Mineall, you ſtudents of law 
are delighttully fituated here in the inner Temple ;— 
what a charming ſhew of fine giris in the garden, and 
of whaits, wherries, and coal barges on the water ! 
Indeed, I think yoa are too pleaſantly fuuated to de- 
vote much of your attention to ſtudy; a roguiſh leer 
trom a tine woman's eye under your window, would 
toon make you abandon the peruſal of the Statutes ; 
there is no reſiſting het when ihe chuſes to enforce the 
Habeas Corpus Act. 

Mine. In my opinion, Sir, there cannot be too ma- 
ny agreeable objeQ3 to relax the mind atter intenſe 
fudy. 

Duar. You are wrong, Mr. Mineail ;——I'd treat a 
young Lawyer as | would a young ſtatling; you can't 

ut him in too dait a cage to — 1 him talk well ;— 
Lac now 4 look round this apartment, is it not con- 
founded extravagant io keep all theſe windows open 
1 have clos'd my garret windows entirely; have left 
but one open on the firſt and ſecond floor, and it it 
wasn't for ſhame, would be content with the light of a 
back parlour window.———Coine, lads, ( filling is 
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lass, ) Fil give you a fine woman, one of the beſt 


edifions of ker ſex. Here's the widow Grampus. 
2 (drinks) 

George Then, Uncle, you are feriouſly determin'd 
to marry her. | 

2ruar, Seriouſly, George ;—fince your aunt's death, 
have paſs d the liſe of a hermit ; what are we born 
tor, but fociety ? I want ſome one to filſ out iny tea ot 
a morning ; to Preſs me to another flice at dinner, 
and play a game of backgammon with me of an after- 
noon : Theſe are the comforts of matrimony ; but you 
ure too young to have a notion of them yet. 

Geo. And do you exped the widow will indulge you 
in ali thoſe mattimonial 1 ? 

E ere 
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Mine, | know ſhe hates backgammon, becauſe wa- 
men of faſhion never play at it. | 

Quar, It's falfe, Sit; beitdes, Pin ſure the doats up- 
on we; ſhe has told me a hundred times, that I bad 
wit at muy fingers ends. 

Geo. But that compliment, uncle Quarto, has loſt 
it's point, now you have left off book-ſelling. 

Quar. You provoking puppy! what do you ſuppoſe 
I tce in the blank margin of yuur fool's-cap counte- 
nance to make me put up with luch infolence * Have 
vou forgot, ſirrah, that I have treated you as my own 
child ſince you were the heig'it of a Pope's Homer * 
have you tergot, you dog, that though you were 
ought up at Oxford, and are nuw a hae gentleman, 
that your granitather was à Baker at Aberdeen, and 
ever ſaw the alphabet but upon his own gingerbread 
There's your brother Sandy too; when he heard of 
„our exploit, he muſt needs have an itch for comirg 
% England, and be danin'd to him; | thall never fo. 
zet the figure he cut the firſt time 1 taw him, with his 
| Hh ls. £24 his long Scotch face, and ſuch a red 
head, that you might have lit a candle at his pole: 
and if I hadn't a regard tor him as my fiſter's fon, I'd 
have ſent him trocping back to Scotland again: I had 
like to have loſt all my Englith cuſtomers by the vil- 
zuin, for it's well known he was obliged to wear gloves 
the firſt three niouths he was in the ſho | 

| Geo. Tam exceedingly forry that a harmleſs fally of 
imagination, ſluuld have given fo much offence where 
I owe nothing but the highelt reſpect, and the warm- 
eit gratitude. My objection, Sir, is not to your mar- 
rying, but to the object of your choice: Dear uncle, 
isn't ihe rather too old for you, 

Puar. Old, George! ha! ha! ha! why to be fure, 
George, a man of my figure and copſtiwtiun might 
have ſhot at younger game: but there has been a 
tendre between us for theſe ſome years paſt ; when I 
was in l-2finets, the us'd to call me the learned Arit- 
tarchus of Pater - noſter- cow, and I called her the di- 
vine Sappho of \Vatling-fireet: (gels up, and takes 


"I; 


— 


ws af $ A. re 


Zi; bat aa cane) lam forry, friend M:ineall, T nmit 
wave you lo uon, but when a lady is in the caſe— 

Mine. And ſo accomplitied as the Widow tut 
pi, every thing muit yicld to her. 

Dar. She expeRs a great philoſopher to viſit her 
this atternoon, an E,ypitan | underitand by birth, who 
has difcovered a wonder u pickle, in which whatever 
1 (mmerg'd contract; ihe picytilics of a falatuander, 
aid will never afterwaids contume in fire, 

Aline. And no doubt, Sir, your gallantry has in- 
duc'd you to ſolicit the honor of being the firtt Enyliil, 
{aiamander pickled for the experiment ? 

Quar. No, faith, I have no ambition to he a pick - 
led falzmander, though I fliould like to fee the wiſcg- 
very brought to perfection for the EOnOt of iny Cu. 
tity. France has jutt obtained the dominion ct the 
air; Engiancd, for centuries, has kad the tfov'rcigoty 
of the ſeus; the only elenent we want the command 
of now is tie, to make the records of Englith glory 
immortal. [Exit Quarto, 

Geo. What's to be done Frank ? if he ſhould marry 
tlits woman, ſhe'll ditipate both his furtune and her 
own, on the ridiculous ſchemes of needy projectors. 
He hasn't ſettled a ſhilling on me yet. 

Mine. Your fervant Dawſon I think ſpeaks French? 

Geo. Extraordinary well; but what then? 

Mine. A thought has come into my bead, by which 
I think L ſhall be able to break off your Uncle's mar- 
riage with Mrs, Grampus ; there is a German Baron of 
the name of Bubble Bergen, a g'cat virtuoſo at Viens 
na, with whom her Brother Scrip ccrftantly corte- 
ſponds, being as Balloen-mad as himlelf, but rever 
has ſcen him. Suppoſe we wake Dau ſon perſonate 
this philoſophical Foreigner; Scrip will receive him 
u uh open arms, ard as the dog has at leaſt the recom. 
mentdaiion of youth upon his fide, Vil ftake my exitt- 
ence, it he lays ſiege properly to the widow, he cat- 
ries the foit from your Uncle. 

Geo. I muſt acknowledge your plan is ſeaſible: 

very Cay's experience thews us to what lengths elder- 
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ly ladies will go, to indulge the heait in all its parti- 
alities. 

Mine But III not ſtop bete to ferve you, George; 
if | can bring my project completely to bear, I ſhail 
reduce your Uncie to ſuch a predicament as to extort 
a proper leitiement tor you. 

Geo, His not doing that is the tea ſon 1 have diſcon- 
tiaued my vits to Mie Hariand ; } coubi not bear 
the thoughts of her {uppoiing | harbour'd a deſign 
„pon het fortune, and cucumſtanc'd as Jam now, 
way ſhe not think fo? the nicely- feeling heart foregoes 
the very happineſs it ſeeks, rather than enjoy it upon 
teins Walch bear the appearance of diſhunour. 


Enter a Servant, 


Ser. There's a young woman, Sir, at the door de- 
ſices to ſpeak with you. [Exit Servant. 

Gea. (getting up) Then Til go; but | kope nothing 
will prevent our ſupping together. 

Mine, Depend upon meeting me at half paſt nine 
at the Grecian, [Exit George. 
What game has Fortune ſprung for me! Oh, here the 
comes. 


Enter Kitty curl hing low) 


A charming wench, by Jupiter ! ſu down, my love 
—} was juft wiſhing tor you the moment you came 
in (drews a couple of chairs.) | 

Kitty. You don't fay fo, Sir. | | 

Mine. I was by thoſe ſort rolling azure twinklers— 
{throwing his hand round her waiſt, and locking fond- 
ly in her face.) "Wo 

Kitty. How you Gentlemen do like to flatter us 
poor Girls: But to what I cone about, you mult know, 
vir, I am a Servant in Mr. Scrip's family, the great 
tluck-broker, I ſuppoſe you know him? 

Mine. Know him! he's my intimate friend, 

Kitty. See what that is; he told me as much la- 
ſure vou and moreover and above, he told me beſigdes 
„ 1 made vs of bis name, (he's an old genticman, 

du, 
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Sir, and knows nothing of the matter kiufelf ) that 
you'd undertake to do a little buſineſs for me. 

Mine. "I hat I will, my dear girl, as toon as ever you 
pleaſe. 

Kitty. There's above forty pounds ſterling coming 
to me, wages due to my poor father, who was killed 
laſt war aboard the Rattle Snake, and I can't get a 
farthing of it. 

Hine, Your father's wages, I'll put you in a certain 
way of obtaining inumeCciately. In the mean time, my 
fweet git! 


utter Servant, 


Ser. Mr. Parchment, the Conveyancer, Sir, 

Mine. Dam'me, I with yon were both conveyed 
out of the window. Why didn't you ſay | wasn't at 
home ? 

Ser, He has ſome great buſineſs, Sir, for you to do. 

Mine. You ſhould have told him 1 had my hands 
full. Confound theſe cnam'-crs, they're as public as 
Weſtminſter-Tlall in Term tine. Shew him into the 
ſtudy. [ Exit Se vant, 
Can't vou meet me any u hte elſe, my love? 

Kitty. I dat'n't Sir, I /hiil loſe my chatacter. 

Mine. S death and te! this wench has gain'd ſuch 
hold of me, I can't pait with her (muſes) I have it; 
Ii} give het a letter to Mis. Modeler, the Millener, in 
Bond-Street, whe iha!l arafully detain het at her houſe, 
till T am able to go an! tee her in the evening. Will 
you, my dear, fit down, whilſt I vwiite a letter I want 
to give you ? 

Kr'tz. Oh to be fare, Sir, Chding earneſtly at 
Mineall a5 he ww tes.) | think he's as comely a man ag 
ever I ſaw, only inclined to be a little ruddiſh, or fo. 
Well, Pm fure its very good of him, to offer to take 
my little affair i hands ſo reavily. (get ing ug and 
looking at his picture er his head, in which be's 
drawn with bis profeji.onu! band 11d long robe) Sure 
that can't be his picture ever the door in a clergyman's 
band, and big wig, 80 pretty a Face pevpins throuzh 
that great white the = | nil df & Wig, iocks tor al! the 


3 2 work 
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world like a peach grswing ont of a ſnow-ball. But 
hope, Sir, your lettet is almolt wiote, tor I'm rather 
in hafte. 

Mine. (hating erl:d his letter, gots 1p) Yes, my 
dear, hete it is; you know Bond-Street ? 

Kitty, Very well, dir. 

Mine. Enquire for Mrs. Modeley and Co. the great 
Milliners in that ſtrect, and deliver this letter into 
Mrs. Moudeley's own hands, from Mr. Mineail, of the 
temple. 

Kitty. Muſt T wait for an anſwer ? 

Aline. Certaip ly. 

Kitily. (Curtfeying and leading down) I hope your 
honor isn't going to alk tor your fe: ? 

Mine. Yes, but I am, I never ſufler my fair clicnts 
to go away without paying ne. (Kijſes her.) 

Kitty. T never thought that it was fo pleatant to yo 
to law before, (going, fe returne) but, Sir, Sir, 1 tor- 
got to aſt you whether this letter is vote to get inc 
whar's due io my father? 

Mine. No, my dear, thot letter was wrote to get 
rou ſome thing that's due to yontelf, 

: [ Fxeunt /everally, 


SCENS 


Scale's Heuſe. A {hrary, gi:bes, mathematical in- 
flruments, and taoſe pafers on a Table. 


Terrp. ( Di. evered fretting {nt deep thaught ) T think 
could make a devilith good bargain for myſelf, and 
do my Country at the fame time eſſential fervice. 
{mnujes) Let me fee, let me fee; fourteen firſt-rate 
balloons, each carrying twelve canonades, ten bombs, 
and four and twenty two and iorty pounders. Ay! 
fourteen would do it. Euppoic | undertake to contract 
with Government for paying off the national debt, cn 
condition that they grant me ard my heirs for ever, 
an excluſive patent for the bombardment of Algiers. 


The King oi Spain would pay me treble the ſum tot 


ihe buſineſs. But then ſuppoſe the King of Spain 
f10u'd bieas his word with me, a thing not uncom- 
mon, 
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mon, when crown'd heads find it their intereſt fo to 
do, how am I to compel the King of Spain to pay 
we ? Dan'me, it 1 undertake the buſineſs, unleſs he 
gives me a mortgage on Peru or Mexico; then there 
are two other dev'iith good contracts I might make, 
to ſupply farmers with rain, and confectioners with 
ice, all the year reund. Beſides I can now ſet the 
game laws at def ance; no man can prove his title to 
a manor in the clouds; but ſoftly, ſoftly ; havn't we 
got a Chief Juſtice in Ait? ecod, [ believe he can take 
cognizunce of theſe matters, I muſt be very cauti- 
ous how 1 -:-ceed, *till I know how high up his ju- 
riidiction extends, I muſt take care to be quite out 
of ſight of the earth, before I attempt to purſue a 
hare, or meddle with veniſon, It weuld vex a man 
confoundly at my time of life to be ſtrung up for dear 
ftealing in the clouds. Here cores my tifler Gram- 
pus; I' confult her on the fuÞ/ect, 


Enter Mrs, Grauipus. 


Mrs. Cram. I am ſtill, brother, of opinion, that bo- 
dies of a globular and rotund form are better calculat- 
ed for celerity of no ion than the cylindrical. 

Scrip. Upon that point, ſiſter, we muſt ever diſa- 
give, Will you attempt to perſuade me, that bodies 
of a rotund and globular form Ihe your own are fo 
well calculated for celerity of motion, as a ſmart, 
Cylinder like me? 

Mrs. Gram. I meant that ſuch bod ies pcſſeſt more 
eclerity of motion in aſcending. 

Scrip. But you ſhould have ſaid in deſcending: for 
inſtance, filter, is there a Palloon in Frauce or Eng- 
land wou'd take your weight vp? theugh yes, I think 
a well conſtructed Montgolfier might take you up by 
way of ballaſt. 

Mrs. Gram. | beg, brother, you'd let me explain 
the matter; do but examine this drawing—(tates hin 
t the back of the flage, where loth fland examining a 

drawing ſeemingly with great attention.) 


Enter 
Ce. 3 . 


+ 
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Enter Miſs Harland, and Kitty, 


Miſs Har. (as fhe comes on] And his ſervant Dawſon 
told you this ſtory ? 

Kitty. Mr. Dawſon himſelf ma'am, and I gave him 
the guinea according to your deſire. | 

Mijs Har, Then perhaps it was the money made 
him invent this ſtory of the picture, in hopes to get 
more, by tales of the ſame complexion, 

Kitty. Not at all, ma'am ; I pump'd the ſtory out 
of him, before I gave him a ſhilling, and then I made 
him believe it was ail out of my own pocket. 

Mi/s Har. You're a good girl, Kitty, but I can't 
ſpare. you this evening to go with Mr. Mineali's 
letter, 

Kitty. I don't know who in the family I can ſend 
with it; every ſoul's employed about the Balloon, ex- 
cept old Agnes, your lady ſhip's nurſe. 

Miſs Har. Then you muſt give her the letter. 

Kitty. It's very well, Iwill, ma'am ; and Fil give 
her at the ſame time charge enough to take care of it, 

[ Exit Kitty, 

Miſs Hay If this ory Kitty has juft told me be true, 
all his extraordinary conduct has been from too much 
delicacy ; I know his uncle to be his ſole dependance, 
and perhaps he fears the old Gentleman's marriage 
may deprive him of that provifien, the expectation of 
which once made him conſider himſeli my equal in 
regard to fortune, I could almoſt find in my heart to 
be ang!y with him. Poor George! inſenſible muſt 
that heart be, that would net facrifice fortune to 
love 

(Scrip and Mes. Grampus come forward, both 


greatly agitated.) 


Mrs. Gram. | ſhall ſtick to the Globular. 

Scrip. And I ſhall ſtick to the Cylinder, but Sophy 
ſhall decide between us. | | 
Mrs. Gram, With all my heart! Miſs Harland ſhall 
be judge—(Scrip and Mrs. Grampus get on each fide of 
Miſs Harland, and fhew the drawing) Obſerve this 
circular figute. 

Lerip, 
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$:rip Do you mark this horizontal tube? 

M/, Har. If both ſpeak at a time, it will be imp» 
poſlibie for me to attend to either. 

Scrip. Why look'e there, ſhe gives it againſt you 
already, you won't let me ſpeak. _ 

Mrs. Gram. Was ever any *hiag fo provoking ! have 
not 1 as good a right to ſpea! brſt as you? 

Scerip. Why, yes, Sitter, I think you have the right 
of Seniority, 

Ars. Gram. (in a violent rage) I'll not fleep another 
aight in your houſe. 

Scrip. Then ſhall my family ſſeep the ſounder : you 
may quit my houſe when you will—Off at a moment's 
warning, you and your Balloon together. 

Mrs. Gram. But I will convince Miſs Harland be- 
fore I go. (rakes hold of Miſs Harland's hand es- 
gerly.) 

Miſs Har. Dear madam, I beg you will not treat 
me with any kind of ceremony. | 


Mrs. Gram. (interrupting her) If the weight of the 
atmoſphere— 

Scrip, Weight of the atmoſphere —fiddle- de- dee 
I fay the power of gravity. 

Miſs Hay. I am ture [ muſt poſſeſs an uncommon 
ſhare of the power of gravity to keep my countenance; 
I earnefily requeſt you wou'd choofe ſome other um- 
pire to determine this diſpute. Were | to liſten to 
you all day, my poor capacity wou'd not enable me 
to ſettle the difference, I perceive fo equal a ſhare ct 
reaſon on both fides. [Exit Miſs Harland, 

Juar. (Without.) There's no occation ; I ſhall go 
vp itairs without ceren ony. 

Scrip Here comes ycur lover, Quarto ; Ill leave it 
to him, 


Mrs. Gram. With all my heart; and you youileif 
ſhall put the queſtion to him, 
Enter QuarToO. | 
Ferip. My deat friend, Quarto, I rejoice to fee you. 
(Places Quatto betrveen them.) Love has given you a 
new binding and title page; you look as toſy as Lur- 


key 
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key leather: but, without farther preface, which bo- 
dy do you think beſt calculated f. 


; or celeiity of motion, 
a globe or a cylinder ? | 


Quar. A globe, or a cylinder the cylinder, to 


be lure. 


Mrs. Gram. Ard thar's your opinion? 

DPuar. By all means. 

* crip, Now for it. (Rubbing his hands with great 
4 

: Mrs. Gramp. So you think fo ? 

Quar. And don't you think fo too? 

Irs. Gram. No, I don't. Why, you ſtupid, old 
coxconib, is the gaz of your underſtanding entirely 
evaporated ? do you poſſeſs fo little ſcience and reaſon 
as to maintain that a cylinder is a better thape for a 
balloon than a globe ? 

Quar. ( As if recollecting.) Oh! it was for a bal- 
loon you meant all this time; that alters the caſe en- 
tirely: no, my dear madam, nothing can beat the 
globe for a balloon ; I would not venture up in a bal- 
loon of any other ſhape for all the gold in the Ex- 
chequer. 

Scrip. (Afide.) Mighty well, old Turnabout, I' 
ſweat you for this: well, there's an end of it. Like 
three parts of the world, without being convirc'd, 1 
am obliged to be ſatisſied: but what's that you hirted 


of your not chuſing to venture up in a balloon of any 
other ſhape ? 


Puar. Not for the world. 

Scrip. But you wou'd have no kind of objection to 
aſcend in one conſtrued upon my ſiſter's principles, 

Puar, Objection! no, net abſolutely objection; 
that is to ſay, if Mrs Grawpus requeſted me to accom- 
pany her. 

Mrs. Gram Dear Mr. Quarto, do not increaſe my 
chagrin by your gallant offer; I muft defer my curio- 
ſity till the invention is brought to more maturity. 

Serip. Her weight won't do: the broke the galleries 
of five balloons already, but we never cou'd raiſe her 


above the garden wall ; now, you're the very dancy 
for a voyage in the air. 


Duar, 
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Tar. Cie.) The devil I am! Sure the won't be 
7 unreaionable as to expect me to go. 

Scrip. Why you're as light as a man made of cork ; 
you'll go up like a rocket! I don't believe you weigh 
a dozen cock ſparrows ! 

Mrs Gram. Conſider the high fame it will give you; 
it will make you live after you're dead! 

Juar. But I am one of thoſe who like to live all 
the days of my life : beſides, if I thou'd be ſeized with 
a fit of the gout ! 

Fcrip. Where could you find en eaher chair than a 
balloon ? 

Duar, {Coughing violentiy ) Then I am very ſhort- 
winded ; terribly afflicted with the aſth ma. 

Scrip. Nothing ſo good for you as the pure air of 
the upper regions ; it will clear your pipes, and give 
Jou lungs like the bellows of an organ. 

Juar. It will be an organ confoundedly out of 
tune. 

Scrip. But come along; Jet us ſhew you your fly- 
iag car; it hes at anchor now off the pigeon-houſe. 

DPuar. (Afide.) Oh, that it were cat away in the 
horſe-pond ! but zounds, my principal objection to 
going up is want of company; I ſhou'dn't mind it a 
button, if I had a couple of ſtiends with me. 

Scrip. A couple of friends! why, did you ſuppoſe 
we were ſuch favages as to fend you up quite 
alone ?—no, man ; Nicoliai, our fine, large, black tom 
cat, ſhall go with you. 

Mrs. Gram, And my ſweet little ſhock ſpanicl, 
Nero. 

Aar. (Ali de.) Oh, damn your little Nero! you 
have the heart of Nero, or you wou'd nut prets me to 
this undertaking. 

Mrs. Gram. How I thall envy you When I fee you 
above! 


QAuar. And how I tha!ll envy you when I fee you 
below! FE xeunt, 


END or Tue FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE L A Garpen, 


Enter GORE Gorpox and Miſs HaRLAx Dp. 


Miss HARL AND, 
1 Only wiſh'd to aſk you for my pictute. 
Geo, I don't know any thing Elle 1 could have de- 
nied you. 

Miſs Har. But what ſignifies keeping the likeneſs, 
when you ſet to little value on the otiginal ? 

Geo. So little value! By every hope | have of kap- 
pineſs, there is nothing upon earth ſo truly valuable 
and precious to me: but how mult you interpret the 
addreffes of a man with no ceriainty of fortune ? My 
uncle is on the point of mariiage ; to be fure, at pte- 
ſent the world conſideis me his heit: but who can 
foreſee the influence a wife may have on him ;? 

Mit Har. True happineſs, George, does not de- 
pend upon immente fortune; where there is a ſuffici- 
ent competency, what matter on wiich fide it is:? 

Geo. My generous Sophia! what tha'l 1 fay to you? 
wiilft the chaims of your perſon fill my botom wi h 
new delight every moment | behold you; the great- 
neſs of your mini hieaks forth with fupe: ior luttre, as 
if jealous of thole external beautics which firtt won 
my 2diniration. 

Miſs Har. Your fd, Mineall ſeems zealouſly inte- 
reſt d for you. 

Ceo. I have elreody told you of his pl:n for breaking 
off my unc es marriage with Mrs. Grampus: he is 
now dreſſing up Dion, as a German Baron, and giv- 
ing him every neceſſaty inſtruction tor performing bis 
part wih propriety, 

Miſs Har. As the Baron is ſuppoſed to come from 
Vienna, I don't think it would be a bad hint to make 
him profeſs hi:uſelf an admirer of antiquated bcaviy 
only; and in the irue ſpirit of German gallaniry, look 

more 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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morc for wiinkles than dimples in the countenance of 
a miltrets; I obſerve that there ate no chatacters ſa 
pen to the groſſeſt flattery as your learned ladies, eſ- 
pecially when the incenſe is offered them by a youth- 
tul Corydon. 

Geo. An excellent thought! I'll tell Dawſon of it, 
and he does not want underſtanding to improve the 
nint. 

Miſs Har. Your plan is deficient in one particular; 
your Baron ſhou!d have brought a balloon with him, 
end perſuaded the widow he travelled from Germany 
in It. 

Geo. My uncle was in ſo great a hurry to be married, 
we had not time to provide the balloon. 

Miſs Har. And | fancy the widow will be ſo much 
of his opinion, that you will have no occaſion for it. 

[Exeunt George and Miſs Harland. 


SCENE H. 


i Library. Scare, Quarxto, MixeaLt, and My;. 
Gaameus. Quarto furniſhed with a huge fur 
Cep, and a thread-bare Surtaut Coat. 


Juar. As he ſaid that he had a great inclination to 
Jeep when he got up high in the air, I have furniſh'd 
mytelf with a good warm night-cap. 

Mine. Are you mad ? if you give way to the drow- 
ſineſs which you will certainly find come over you it 
will be inſtant death. 

Quar. Oh lord, oh lord, oh lord! 

Scrip. You never will wake again. 

Duar., Wake agiin!—lT don't think I'm awake at 

retent, all ſeems a dream to me. 

Serip. (Looking at Quarto's coat) — Bat friend Quar- 
to, your great coat ſeems to partake of the quality of 
your night-cap, it has a very ſleepy appearance. 

Quar. But why a ſleepy appearance, Maſter Scrip? 

Serip. Becauſe I don't think it has had a nap theſe 
ſeven years. But, how far do you intend to go? 

Mrs, Gram. Ay! how far do you intend to go? 

n C Mine. 
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Mine. That's a grand point. 

{1hey all get eagerly round Quarto. 

Quar, Why, 1 was thinking when I had got as far 
as Highgate, it wou'd be a pretty little voyage; then 
I cou'd ſtop at the Horns, and take a little retreſhment 
10 revive my old heart. 

Mrs. Gram. What, go no farther than Higkgate, 

Scrip. I vique myſelt upon vour pitching at leaſt as 
tar as Ware, in Hertfordſhire 

Juar. You pique yourſelf upon my pitching as far 
as Ware, in Hertfordihire ? Dam'me, if you wou'dn'r 
a mongſt you pique and pitch me to the Peak of old 
Nick in Derbyſhite; but where are my bold actonauts, 
the companions, the partners of my voyage ? 

Mrs. Gram. Neto 1s ieady at a wowent's warning. 

Scrip. And I'll anſwer for't, my whifter'd triend, 
Tom Nicolini, thall be forth coming. 

Duar. (After a pauſe, during which he walks 
about with ludicrous ſolemnity) Is my ballat lighter 
than it was, and the roaſt gooſe ſtow'd ſafe in the 
balloon ? 

Scrip. It is, my friend. (takes him by the hand.) 

Luar. Get me fome Holland's gin. 

Scrip. You thall have two bottles; it is a cordial 
ſpirit, and will much help you in the paffage. 

Mrs. Gram. And Il provide the Holland's gin mu- 
ſelf. 

Scrip. A better judge I know not. 

Mine. And I'll go and attend the flling the balloon. 

(Exit Mineall. 

Scrip. Now we're alene, I've a ſectet charge to 
give you. 

Puar. Charge me no more, Pm overcharg'd al- 
ready, 

Scrip. A ſquib !—a cracker !—a flaſh in the pan! 
—the ſpark of a rocket !—the train of a mine, to the 
grand plan I have to communicate; a plan that will 
make my name as immortal as Iſabella's of Cattile, 
and your's, as that of the daring Columbus Do you 
know what time of the moon it 1s ? | 

Prar, 


| | 
| 
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Dany, Vhy, if I were to judge by your converſa- 
tion, I ſhow's! ſuppote it were at the tull, 

Serrtp. It was new moon yeſtciday ; the creſcent 
will be viſible this fine cleat day about fix o'clock in 
the evening; the general rate of balloon travelling 13 
at about thirty miles an hour ; the height of our at- 
moſphere is juſt fixty miles, and the devil's in it if 
the moon's atmoſphere can be greater; the entire jout- 
ney, making every allowance, cannot exceed one hun- 
ded and tw enty miles. Why not undertake it! it is 
no more than going to Bath; you'il perform it in four 
hours, and when at your. journey s end, you have no 
more to do, but tie a rope in a ſip knor, chuck it up- 
on the horas of the moon, and dangle there but one 
halt hour, dam'me, if you won't have half the world 
gazing at you. 

Quar. So, it's to the horns of the Moon you want 
ne to travel ? | thought there was ſometling aminous 
in the wind, when you objected to my ſtopping at ile 
Horns at Highgate. 

$crip. But that's not all! admitting (which is a 
moral certaiaty) that you meet a hoſpitable reception 
nom your friends in the moon, I date ſay you'll meet 
2 great many friends there ; lay in a freſh ftock of 
provifions, and take a tour all raund the firmament, 
Yeu may firſt viſit that moſt beautiful planet, Venus; 
and by the moſt eaſy tranſit in the world, proceed next 
te Mercury ; I'd wake inteteſt with Jupiter to obtain 
his ſatellites, by way of guards, whillt I was on my 
travels; and if I ſaw a convenient opportunity, I'd 
teal Saturn's ring for the Britiſh Muſeum. 

Duar. But | was thinking, all the time you were 
ſpeaking, what I ſhouid do tor ſtraw to burn. 

Scrip. (muſing as if greatly perplexed) For ſtraw 
to burn! For ſtraw to burn !—You have heard cf ihe 
tky farmers, cou'dn't they ſupply you ?--T have it; 
you ſhall take ſtraw enough with you to go to the 
moon, ard back again; and when you ate in the moon, 
you may ſpeak to the man of it, to hire Charies's wain 
tor you, and thus perform all the jouiney Lhave chalk- 
ed out for yuu in a waggon. 

2 Quar. 
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Nuar. A deviliſh good thought; beſides, if a wag- 

pon is the only conveyance from ſtar to ſtar, who 

nows but I may get a penſion for introducing ſtage 
coaches ? | 


Scrip. Like enough; you're not the firſt projector 
who has had a penſion in the clouds. 


Euter Mineall. 


Mine. Dear Sir! your philoſophic friend from Vi- 
enna, the celebrated Baron Bubblebergen is juſt arriv- 
ed, and eagerly enquires for you, 

Scrip. What, my friend that I never ſaw yet, 
though we have ſo long maintained a ſcientific cor- 
reſpondence ? 

Mine, The ſame; it ſeems the information you ſert 
him of your balloon, has ſo wrought on his inquiſitive 
fpirit, that he quitted his-own country on purpoſe to 
go up in it. 

Puar. Huzza ! Ac reprieve ! A reprieve! 

Scrip. A reprieve! What do you mean ? You know 
the balloon will take no more than one perſon, 

Juar. I know that; but as-the baron is a ſtranger, 
I think it the height of good breeding to give him the 
Arit place in it. He is waiting for you. —Pll not go up 
up until I hear his opinion on the matter. 

Mrs, Gram, I'll wait on him this moment; and 
luckily, I have my balloon hat, my balloon ſack, and 
my balloon apron on. [Exit Mrs. Grampus, 

Scrip. Come away, my little Quarto z—up we go, 
is the word. | 

Juar. Up we go! l rather fear down we go, is the 
woid. [ Exeunt Sciip and Quarto. 


Enter George Gordon. 


Geo. Dear Frank, how do we proceed? 

Mine. Like heroes in the boſoin of victory —But go 
vou inſtantly, and charge me a caſe of piſtols with 
powder, mind you put nothing but powder in them. 

Geo, A caſe of piſtols charged with nothing bur 
powder ; what can you pothbly want with them 1 | 

Minus, 


_—_Y 
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Mine. To fight a duel; there is not a moment to 
be ſoſt; Gerede do w hat [ ceſire, without aſking 
another queſtion, Leave every thing to that zeal you 
know I have for your intereſt. {Exit Geo. Cordor. 
Mine. Now, if the old bookfe!ler has but ſpunk 
enough about kim to become jealous; what between 
that paſſion, and the more prevalent one of intereſt, I 
think he may be wor ked up to fend the baron a chal- 
lenge, as the. laſt expning ſlruggle to regain his miſ- 
trefs. (204 2115 ho: In ing) Though, hang it; no, 
no, what can make a bhooktelier Hach: ? Not all the 
treatiſes in Pater-nc tte: - Row. (thoughtful) Let me 
ſce ; let me fee ; I have hit the mark ; the Egyptian 
philoſopher, of whom he told me! [ will make him 
put on an infide wailtcoat, ard perſuade him it has 
been fteeped in that great man's pickle until it became 
proof to the fire of a mutquet bullet. Ay! zounds, 
we'll make a pickled ſalamandet of him. 


Enter Kitty. 


Kitty. Lord Sir, what were you ſaying about a ſa- 
la wander? 
Mine. | was ſaying, my dear, that if ſuch a crea- 


ture ever exiſted, it muſt have becn at a vaſt diſtance 


from ſuch a pair of eyes as you poſſeis. But you ſur- 
prize me! What anſwe- hare 3 you bi ought to my let- 
ter, from Mrs. Modeley ? 
Kitty. I hope your honour won't be angry; but L 
roteſt it wasn't in my power to go with it. 
Mine. Weil! and what have you dene with my 


letter? 


Kitty. Oh! T have ſent it be « ſafe hand, 

Mine, Ihen you have ſent it hy ancther ? 

Kitty. Yes, to be ſure! I wou un't cilappoint you: 
for the worid —0Oʃd Agnes, wy young Lady's nurfe,. 
has taken it ; and you cou'dn't have choſe a more. 
proper perſon for your purpoſe. 

Mine, So old Agnes the nurſe has taken it? 

Kitty. Lord, Sir, yes—What ſguliües who took the- 


letter, fo the letter was taken Wat you wanted me 
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te do, for ought I can ſee to the contrary, an old.wo- 
man might have done as well as a young one. 
[Exit Kitty, 
Mine, So ald Agnes the nurſe has taken it? If this 
ſtory becomes public, I ſhall be finely laughed at. 


Enter a Millener. 


Mill. The whole family's in ſuch confuſion about 
the balloon, that's to go off this evening, I cannot 
meet a ſoul to give me a direct anſwer, (approaching 
Migzeall, and. addreſſing him) Vl aſk this gentleman. 
Pray. Sir, can you tell me it Mr, Mineall is in the 
houſe ? 

Mine. Yes! my name is Mineall ;—have you any 
thing to ſay to me? 

Mill. I have a little bill to deliver you, from Mrs. 
Modeley, the Millener,. in Bond- ſtreet. 

Mine. A little bill! you muſt be miſtaken —I don't 
owe Mrs. Modeley any thing. 

Mill. It's for things for the Lady, you ſent with the 
letter to het. You deſired in it, ſhe ſhould be indglg- 
ed with any thing the might take a fancy to. 

Mine. (Takes the Bill.) Oh, It's for things for the 
tady 1 ſent to her? mighty well! (Reads) © Silk 
** cloak! gauze! Mecklinburgh lace! Rtockings, 
* ſix balloon caps! two hats, ditto—ſum total, fif- 
teen pounds, three ſhillings and fix pence” ——2a 
pretty morning's frolic I muſt confeſs ! but it's no mat- 
ter, I very richly deſerve it. (Puts his hand in his 
pocket.) I hav'i't ſo much in my pocket; Vil go bor- 
row what I want of George :—come this way, if you 
pleaſe, and III pay you, | [Goang, 


Enter Sctip, peeping in at the other fide, 


Secrip. Come this way, and TI pay you. 

Mine. But ſhe wants a Bill paid upon fight. 

Scrip. Upon fight !well, upon fight let it be. 
but, Mr. Mineall, Mr. Mineall, how can you be fo 
unconſcionable to keep all theſe pretty rogues to your- 
ſelf ; cou'dno't you ſpare one to a diſtreſt friend ? 15 

1e. 
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Mine. I aſſure you, fir, I can very well ſpare the 
one whoſe bill the perſon you ſee here has brought 


me. 

S$crip. Is ſhe very pretty? 

Mine. Can you aſk that queſtion, when I am going 
to pay money for her ? 

Scyip, Egad 1 have a gon mind to take her off 
vour hands ;—but then ſhe may be too young, and 
when that's the caſe, they are generally mere hoydens 
or ſimpletons. 


Mine. This lady is not too young, I give you my 
word. 


Scrip. Then you think ſhe has got all her eye · teeth 
about her? 

Mine. No faith, I don't think ſhe has. 

Scrip. Give me vour hand, and give me the bill at 
the ſame time. (Mineall gives him the bill.) Vil pay it 
an condition you let me viſit her in your ſtead. | 

Mine. And this good woman ſhall conduct you to 
Her immediately. 

Scrip. Where is ſhe ? —for I burn with impatience 
to fee her. | 

Mine. Not a hundred yards off —here at Mrs. Mode- 
iey's, the Millener's, in Bond-ftreet, 

Scrip. (To the millener.) Come along, my dear, 
this way, ard Fil pay the bill upon fight for you. 

[Exeunt Mineall, Sciip and Millener. 


SCENE HI. 


An elegant apartment : Mrs. Grampus, and Dawſon 


as Baron Bubblebergen diſcovered, 


Mrs. Gram. The taſte for more ripen'd female beau- 
ty which prevails at Vienna, Baron, has been long 
fince made known to the Ladies of England; it is 
recorded in the epiitolary annals of a celebrated writer 
of cur ſex, whoſe noble impatience for knowledge led 
her even into the receſſes of the Grand Signior's 
palace. 

Daw. Sur Fhonneur d'un Baron, Madam, a man 
de qualite at Vienna, cannot endure les petites demoi- 


ſelle 
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ſe!les—fat you call de green girl, or de boarding-ſchool 


mits ; mais, Madam, a votre age, touts les feus de 
Cupidon, all de fires of love brullent en perfeQion, 
et ſcorch a de heart vid hot blaze: Par example, re- 
gardez la roſe ; mark von role in de garden! ven it is 
von petit bonton it be no eftems, mais quand la roſe 
ſpread les grande feuilles, dat is, ven de rofe be old 
enough, we pluck de roſe, an put it, by gar, in de 
ſom. 

Mrs. Gram, Do we not obſerve the ſame rule in te- 
gard to every thing elte beautiful, or delicious in the 
productions of nature? Who will pluck the peach 
rom its wall-ſupported ſtock, ill the mellowing hand 
of time has brougin the down upon its cheek ? 

Daw. Ah, ma belle ange! you be von quite rips 

each, vou ave de down upon de cheek. 

Mrs. Gram. W- hat a perceptible difference between 
the addrefſes of a youth of faſhion and a ſuperannu- 
ated bookle!!er ! 

Daw. Mais, Madame, permittes moi ( nee/ing) 
ſur mes genoux, ſuffer me, upon my knees, to lollicit 
von pretty hand. 

Mes. Gram, | beleech vou, my Lord, to rite, I can- 
not liſten to you in that degrading poſture. 

Daw. Den me vil get ud: me vil do every ting 
which me be command by Main Grand Puſe. 

Mrs. Gram. Oh, heav'ns! how the barbarous found 
of my own name ſhocks my ear! I do not know that 
name I would not change it for. | 

Daw. Et blen, Madame ; comment trouves, vous 
nion nom? how you like my name ?—Baron Bubble- 
bergen! | 

Mrs. Gram. (repeating after bim) Bubblebergen ! 
How tiippingly it goes off the tongue, as Shakeſpear 
has it. 

Daw. C'eſt vrais, Je ſuis me be von Foreigner. 
Eh, bien, n'eſt pas Vempereur ; is not de Emperor of 
Germany de fame? Suppoſe now von minn t 'Empe- 
reur come to England, and ay Madame Grand Puſa, 
me be very much in love, vil you marry me?. Mon- 
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ſieur |'Empereur you ſay, go bout your buſineſs back 


to Germany, me vil not marry von foreigneur, 

Mrs. Gram. How forcibly he reaſons! I hope, Sir, 
you do not think ſo meanly of my underſtanding, a9 
to ſuppoſe me influenced in wy judgment of men, by 
the climates in which they drew their firſt breaths. 
Who can ſele& the regions of their nativity ? Your lot 
might have been my own, had fortune will'd it ſo:— 
Born on the banks of the Shannon, I had been Iriſh, 
beyond the Tweed, I had been Scotch, but doom'd in 
'Thames-ſtreet firſt to ſee the light, the world pro- 
nounce me Engliſh. 

Daw. Apres cette declaration, Madam, after dis 
confeſſion, me vil kiſs a your hand, as one earneſt of 
your heart. (kiſſes ber hand.) 

Mrs. Gram. But what will the world ſay to ſo haſty 
an eſpouſals ? 


Enter Quarto. 


Juar. Say !—why the world will ſay, that you're 
more deceitful than a crocodile is it thus at laſt that 
you reward your old, your learned friend, as you 
called me? (hefitating and looking fondly.) When I 
look in her face, all my former tenderneſs returns, 
What pleaſure it gave me to mark her gradual pro- 
greſs in Engliſh grammar, which I firſt put into her 
hand! little did I think if ſhe became an adjective, 
ſhe would ever be coupled with any ſubſtantive but 
myſelf, 

Mrs. Gram, Really, Mr. Quarto, you aſtoniſh me; 
how have I merited this virulence of invective? no- 
thing that I recolleQ has ever paſſed between us, but 
what was ſtriftly within the bounds of Platonic 
friendſhip. 

Daw. Monſieur Quarto, reſpondes moi, anſwer me 
yon little queſtion. 

Quar. Ay, and one big queſton, Mr. Mounſieur. 

Daw. Connoiſſes vous, qui Je ſuis ? Do you know 
who I am? | 

Juar. They tell me you're a German Baron. 

Daw, 
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Dim. Eb, bien! tant mieux now monſteur will 
vou be fo good to tell me who you are ? 

DQuur. An Engliſhman! and therefore as good as 
any baron in Europe ! 

Daw. There begar, it be again tant mieux! 

Dur. Tom Mew! don't call me Tom Mew, Mr. 
Baron, | won't put up with it : I ſuppoſe you call me 
Tom Mew, becauſe | was going to take up the tom 
cat with me in the balloon ; but I won't go up in it 
now ; I'll neither break my heart nor my neck for that 
lady: but harkee, Mr. Baron, I ſhall ſend a friend to 
you preſently that ſhall make you underſtand me ; ay 
—damme if 1 don't—Toot Mew! [Exit Quarto. 

Daw, Il eſt bien fach&—he be very anger ; he vil 
certainment ſend me von challenge. 

Mrs. Gram. Not he, poor old creature; he's as ſpi- 
ritleſs as a modern pamphlet, but let us follow bim; 
I think I ill poſſeſs ſufficient influence to prevail cn 
him to aſcend in the balloon. 

Daw. Mort de ma vie ! Do not aſk him, me vil 
mount pour votre ſatisfaction. 

Mrs. Gram, What, and riſque your precious life! 
I] will not hear it; better a dozen bockſellets ſhould 
break their necks: you muſt deter your gratificatica 
as well as myſelf; but if he comes down ſaſe, who 
knows but you and | may have the pleaſure of aſcend- 
ing in the ſame balloon together ? [Exit Dawſon, lead- 
ing Mrs. Grampus with great affefted ceremony. 


Enter Mineall at the of pefite fide. 


Mineall Zeckons to Dawſon—wwho hands Mrs, Grampus 
2 off, and returns, 


Mine. (In a whiſpering tone,) Remember your chal- 
lenge, your adveriary's on the ground; 1 hope you 
have ſecured Scrip for your ſecond. 

Daw | have, fir; and ſhould he diſappoint me, 
could prevail upon his ſiſter 10 fill his piace ;—away, 
fir, we ſhall be obſerv'd. 


[Exeunt Dawſon and Mineall. 


Scere 


TT 
Scene changes to a Garden, 


Enter Quarto and Mineall (each with a large piſtal 
in bis band.) | 

Duar. So he faid he'd come? 

Mine. Immediatcly. 

Quar. Did he ſeem frighten'd ? 

Mine. No note than you are. 

Juar. Then he muſt certainly be a very brave fei- 
low ; I almoſt think it a pity to quarrel with ſuch a 
man: don't you think it rather coldith ? (Butroning 
his coat.) | 


Mine. Cold! I think it unconimonly warm for the 
time of year. 
' Quar. (Still buttoning his coat till it's cloſe up 10 his 
collar.) I don't know how it is, but I feel it very cold, 
or 1 am going to be attacked with my old complaint. 
Mine. Your old complaint ! what's that? 


2uar. A flight touch of the Ague that attacks me 
now and then. i 


Dawſon (without) fings Malbroc very loud. 


PQuar. Zounds ! what a noiſe he makes! he goes 
to fight like an Indian, with the war-whoop. 

Mine, Oh, here they come; Ill meature out the 
ground. (Mineall frides acroſs the ſtage as if meaſur- 
ing the diſtance at which they are to land. 

Auar. Mealure the ground! I conceit I have taken 
my meaſure already of the ground. 


Enter Scrip and Dawſon, 


Scrip. But liſten to reaſon, baron; why not defer 
the duel 'till he returns from his voyage? conſider, if 
you kill him, what a fine exp: r1ment you'll ſpoil. 

Daw. (Taking his ground.) Me vil not hear von 
vord : eh bien, monſicur! eſt vous pret eſt vous pret ? 
it be very high time begar you be ptet. | 

Juar. It's high time I ſhould pray—why friend 
Mineall, this bloody minded Baron makes fure of me ! 
But where am I to ſtand ? 


Mie. 
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Mine. (putting him to his ground) Let the Baton 
remain where he is, and do you ſtand here. 

Scrip. Now, both diſcharge your piſtols together. 

2uar, Hold, Mr. Baron, I bar firing yet; in that 
caſe, both of us may be ſhot ! now I think the fairett 
way will be the old practice of duelling; ſuppoſe we 
turn back to back, then jump round, and tire with our 
eyes ſhut. | 

Scrip. I think the faireſt way will be to hide the 
horſe for the firſt ſhot. 

Daw. Me vil hide no vat you call korſe ; fo, Mon- 
fieur Quarto, or Monſieur Folio, or vat devil dey call 
you, you may ſhoot firſt, and we vil kill you in very 
god time after. | 

Juar. Did you ever hear of ſuch a blood tbirſty 
dog ! now I declare I wouldn't with to kill him, cho 
he ſeems to owe me ſuch a ſpite, and as theſe matters 
are frequently made up, eſpecially when the parties 
have come to the _ and behav'd to bravely as 
you muſt own the Baron and I have. 

Mine. Impoſſible ! things are now gone too far for 
any ſort of accommodation. 


Enter George Gordon. 


Geo, Where's my dear Uncle? 

2uar. Here, my dear George ! 

Daw. Eh, bien; pourquoi—vy you no fte! 

Puar. Don't be in a hurry Baron, I with to take 
leave of my Nephew, nobody knows what may hap- 


n. 
* Dear, Sir, don't you fight him, Ill take the 
quarrel upon myſelf. 
, _ My dear boy, you don't ſay ſo? (takes bis 

an 
od, My life's of no conſequence. 

Quar. None in the world—then perhaps George 
you will go up in the Balloan for me too? 

Geo. Moſt chearfully, Sir ; fo, if you give me your 


iſtol 
. Juar. 
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©yar. Here it is (gives his piſtol) but take care, 
it's cock'd,—let me ge get cut of the way before you 
fire. 

Mine, But hold, Mr. Gordon, in caſe you ſhou!d 
kill the Baron, you mult fly the country; then what 
ſecurity has your Uncle given to make a proper pro- 
viſion for your ſupport duting your baniſhmeat ? 

©uar, Don't let that ſtop the duel! I'll make over 
my eſtate in Shropſhire to him, and beſides, bequeath 
him every ſhilling I die poſſeſs'd of. 

Mine. You hear what he ſays, Mr. Scrip ; and there- 
fore, with his own conſent, I deliver the title deeds 
of his Shropſhire property into the hands of Mr, Gor- 
don. [Gives George the Parchments. 
Quar. Now for it, George, let him fee he has a 
man of mettle to deal with ; mind, you have the firſt 
ſhot, but be ſure you take good aim. Come, Baron, 

are you ready? I long to fee them pop at each other; 
F never faw a duel in my life, (Dawſon begins to un- 
dreſs.) 

Scrip. Zounds! Baron, what are you uncaſing for? 
are you a going to treat us to a boxing match? 

' Buar. A boxing match! oh, you low lived, cow- 
ardly raſcal, you ragamuffin, is it come to this at laſt ! 
if I thought this was his way I could have box'd him 
myſelf; ſtand back, George, Vi! fight this duel my- 
ſelf ; let every man fight hisown hattles ; ( rips) this 
is ſome German valet de chambre. 

Daw. (turning round) An Engliſh valet de cham- 
bre, Sir, at your ſervice; I hope, Sir, you wouldn't 
have me ſhoot my maſter. 
| by Shoot your maſter! as I live that impudent 
dog Dawſon, why! Mineall, is this a trick of yours? 

crip. Aſk him no queſtions, he has play'd me a 
worſe trick; and in the true ſpirit of a lawyer made 
me pay for it. 

Juar. Ay, prithee what has he done? 

Scrip. Not much, only fold me an old hen for a 
young pullet ; I paid near twenty pounds in hard caſh 
for the fight of a Feung * as he made me be- 

| | leve ; 
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licve ; but when I ſaw her, dam'me if ſhe wasn't old 
enough to be my grandmother. 

Mine. It was a diſappointment to both patties, and 
as one of us muſt have paid for it, I thought you could 
beſt afford it. 

Scrip. Pretty comfort this I muſt confeſs. 


Enter Mrs. Grampus and Miſs Harland. 


Mrs. Gram. Where is my dear Baron? I hope he 
is not wounded beyond all cure. 2 

9uar, No, Ma'am, there he is, Baron Dawſon, 
of Dawſon's Pantry, at your ſervice, far from being 
wounded beyond the power of cure ; but I can aſſure 
you at the ſame time, that I am cured beyond the pow- 
er of your ever wounding me. | 

Scrip. Siſter, ſiſter, I'm aſhamed of you—a woman 
at your time of life to have ſuch a colt's tooth. 

Onar. Well; inſtead of thinking of a wife myſelf, 
if Miſs Harland will honour my nephew George with 
her hand, I will immediately make ſuch further ſettle- 
ment on him, as will place him every way on a foot- 
ing with her in regard to fortune. 

Miſs Har. Sir, your nephew's merit needs no ad- 
ventitious aid from fortune; and I do not bluſh to own 
my paitiality for him, before I was acquainted with 
your generous intention. 

Quar. By this light, you're a noble girl! and as 
you're ſhortly to be a near relation of mine, I will haze 
a buſs to our better acquaintance. - 

(Kiffes Miſs Harland.) 

Scrip. Well, my little Quarto, give me your hand, 
I congratulate you on ſlipping your neck fo dextrouſly 
Cut of the matrimonial nooſe. But come, every thing 
is ready, and your flying man of war expects you. 
Pulling Quuto by the arm to the back of the flage 
where the balloon is ſeen.) 

Quar. | muſt beg to be excuſed ; the magnet has 
loft its power that was to have drawn nie to th 
clouds. : 

Scrip. Curs'd unlucky this! but, Dawſon, what 
wil! you take to go vp? 3 

Daw, 
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Daw. Take, Sir! Fcod, I fancy I ſhould take my 
death. 

Scrip. Dan me, if I hav'n't a great mind to go up 
myſelf ; tho? upon ſecond thoughts, it would be rather 
imprudent, for if I be ſeiz'd with the rheumatiſm 
in my ſhoulders, I ſhall not be able to uſe either my 
oars or my wings. 

Mine. I earneſtly requeſt, Mr. Serip, that you would 
lay both your oars and your wings aſide, for the reſt 
of the day, and join in the happineſs of my friend 
George and his lovely Sophia! I know no feeling fo 
grateful to the human heart as to reflect we have ſuc- 
ceeded in our moſt intereſting aitempt ; and there is 
nothing now wanting (addreſſing the audience) but your 


fupport and protection to elevate us without the aid of 
Acroſtation. 


THE END, 


10 
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